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The Importance of a Good Night\'s Rest 


Author's Notes: 
This was my first Yes fic, and it\'s also the first fic Nm posting on here... so, yeah. Hope you like it! 


3am, the clock reads. 3 o'clock in the fucking morning. Rick sighs. He's had the lights out for an hour, and is he 
asleep yet? No. Of course not. Rick should be sleeping, he really should be, considering he would have to get up 


in four hours -- then again, since when did Rick Wakeman act sensible? 

The squeak of a shoddily-built hotel door rudely interrupts his vaguely disgruntled musings. As Rick looks up, a 
tiny, shadowy figure slips through the doorframe and, after peering wide-eyed into the room, tiptoes gingerly 

towards the bed. Rick can't help but grin to himself. He only knows of one person in this whole hotel -- in the 

whole state, probably -- who's that tiny. 


"Jon, what're you doing in here?" 


The figure stops in its tracks. "| thought you were asleep!" squeaks an indignant voice. Yep, definitely Jon 


"Well, you thought wrong. But honestly, Jon, what are you doing creeping into my room at this hour of the 
morning? You should be sleeping --" 


"--| know, | know." Jon cuts him off. "But, well... | had this horrible dream, something about being chased, and | 
woke up, and | tried to turn the lamp on and, well, that didn't quite work, and.. y'know, its terribly dark in 
there..." 


Rick silences him with a dramatic sigh. "Jon, you're a fully grown man. Are you trying to tell me that someone 


OS... AS..." 

"Unflappable?" Jon suggests. 

"as unflappable as you is afraid of the fucking dark? 

Silence. 

Another dramatic sigh from Rick. 

"Fine. Cmere, little buddy." 

Jon scrambles his way into Rick's unnecessarily large bed, and tucks himself among the various blankets and 


covers and who-the-hell-knows-what-else. He looks like he's waiting for something, Rick thinks, with the way he's 


staring up at me with those wide, brown eyes 


Jon scoots a little closer. 


Oh 


"Jon, you are ridiculous," Rick rumbles as Jon worms his way into his arms. 
"Please?" Jon blinks, already half-asleep, snuggling into his chest. 


Rick doesn't protest further. 


"Mmm. Night, Ricky," comes the sleepy reply. 


And, with Jon snuggled up against him, making precious little sleepy noises; with one of his hands gently petting 
Jon's unruly hair, Rick suddenly finds that he can, at long last, drift off into a peaceful sleep. 


